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The priest smited. “Ho then, Friend
of ali the World,” he cried seross the

shurp-sinelling  swuke, “what  art
thou ™ ..
=Uhis Haly One's disciple,” said Kim.

le says thou art a bur |a spirit).”

“Cap burs eat?” saild Kiw, with &
twinkle. “For 1 am huongry”

=11 is no jest,” cried the lama. A
certgin astrologer of that ity whose
wnue 1 have furgotten —*

That 15 no more than the city of
Umballa where we slept last night,”
Kim whispered to the priest.

Ay, Umballa was it? He ecast a
haroscope and declared thar my chels
shanld imil his desire within two days.
Itur what said he of the meaning of
the stars, Friend of all the World?”

Kim cleared his throat aml looked
round at the village greybeards.

“The meaning of my Sfar is War,”
he replied pomponusly.

sSomebody laughed at the little tat-
tered firure strurtting ou the brick-
work plinth  under the great tree.
Where a native would have lain down,
Kim's white blood set him wpon his
feet,

=Ax, War.,” he answered,

“That is a sure prophecy.” rombled
a deep voice. “For there is alwaoys
war along the Border—as [ know.”

1t was an okl, withered muan., who
had served the Government in the days
of the Mutiny as a native otficer in &
newly raised cavalry regiment.  The
Gorvermment had  given him a good
holding in the village, and though the
demunmnds of his sons, now grev-bearded
otieers an their own account, had im-
poverished him, he was still a_person
of consequence, Euglish  officlals—
deputy-vommissioners  even — turned
aside from the main road to visit him.
aml on those veeas=ions he dressed him-
self in the uniform of aucient days,
and =toed up like a ramrod.

“Baut this shall be o great war—a war
of eizht thoussnd.” Kim's voice shrill-
ross the quivk-gathering erowd.
axtonishing himself,

“Tiedeoats or our own Tegiments?”
the old man suapped, as though he
were as<king an equal. s tone marde
men pespeet Kim,

Hede 5. said Kim at a venture.
“Redeoats and guns.”

“HKut —bhut the astrologer said no
ward of 1th cried the lama. snuffing
yrodigiously in his excitement.

‘Iut I know. The word has come
1o me, whe am this Hoely One's dis-
ciple. There will vise a war—a war of
einhit thy d redeonts. From Pindi
and PPeshawur they will be drawn. This
is sure”

The Loy has heard bazaar-talk,”
znid the priest.

“But he was always by my side,
suid  the lama. “How  should  he
know? 1 did not know.”

“He will make & clever jugeler when

ed s

B

the old man is dead.” muttered the
to the hendman. “What new

is this?”
“A sign. Give me a sign,” thunder-
ed the ald sebilier =uldeniy. =If there

were wir iy sons waeuld have told me”

“When all is ready. thy sons. donit
not. will ba told.  Bur it is a long raad
from thy =onz 10 rhe man in whoss
Iiands these thines e Wi warmed
to the game. for it reminded him of
exprrience: in the letter-earrying line,
when, for the sake of a few pice. he
pretended to know more than e koew,
ut now he was phiving for lorger
things—the sherr exvitement and the
sense of power. Hefrew a new breaih
aml! went on,

“Old man. give me a . Do oun-
derlings order the woi of .eight
id redeoats—with puns.™
No.™  Sril]l the ol man answered
as thongh Kim were an equal.

“Dost thon know who He is
thiat gives the order?”

=T have reen Him."

“Te know again?”

1 have known him since he was a
lieutenant in the rop-khana (the artil-
Tery

“A tall man. A tall man with blnek
haie, walking thus? Kim took a few
pacer in a stiff, wonden aryle.

“Av. Itut that any one may have
soen,”  The crowd were lrepthless-
=till thrnugh all this talk,

“That is true,” anid Kim.
will sy more. Look now. First the
grent man walka  thue, Then He
thinks thus. (Kim drew a foreflager
nver his forehead and downwarda till
it eame to test by the augle of the
Jaw.y  Anon ITe twitches hin fingers
thus, Ahon He thrusts hig hat under
his teft armpit.” Kim illuatrated the

then

“Rut 1

mution snd stosd ke a stork,

The old man groaned. juarticulate
with amazement; amd the crowd shiv-
erer,

“No—sp—sa.  Hut what  «does  He
when He is about to give an order?”

“He rubs the skin at the bavk of his
fteck—thus. Thea falls one finger on
the table and he makes a amall snifingy
nuike through his nose. Then He
sperks, saying: “Laose suvh and such
a regiment. Call out such guna”

The old man rose stitly and saluted.

“cFor'"—Kim translated into the
vernacular the c¢linching sentences he
had heard in the dressing-room at
Umballa—" "For,' ™ says He, "we should
have done this long ago. 1t is not war
—it is a chastisement, Snff!""™

“Enough. I believe, 1 hiave seen
Tim thus in the smoke of battles.
Seen and heard. It is He!™

“I saw no smuke"™—Nim's voice
shifted to the rapr sing-song of the
waysitdle fortune-teller, =1 saw this in
darkness.  First came a man to make
things clear. Then cvame horsemen.
Then came He, standing in a ring of
light. The rest followed as 1 have saitl
Old man. have I spoken truth?*

~It is He. Pasi all doudt, it is He™

The crowd drew o lour, guavering
breath. staring alternately ar thz old
man, still ar atieniisn. and  ragool
im against the purple twilight.

=Said I not—s¢aid 1 nor he was from
the orher weorld?™ cried the lama

proucdly. “He is the Friead of all The
World. He is the Friend of the Stars!™
At le t does not concern ug,"

a mun eried. "0, thou yuung soothsayer,
if the gift abides with thee at all sea-
sons 1 have A red spotted eow. She
way be sister to thy Bull for aught [
know—"

“Or T eare,” said Kim, My stars do
not concern themselves with thy vattle”

“Nay. but she js very sick.” a woman
struck in. "My man s a buflale, or he
waould have chosen his words better,
Tell me if she recover?”

Had Kim been at all an ordinary Loy
he would have carvied an the play.
Ihit one does not know Lahore cit
amd least of all the faquirs by the Tak-
sali Uate, for thirteen ¥ears without
ulso knowing human nature.

The priest looked at him sideways,
=omething bitterly—a dry and blighting
amile.

“Is there no priest then in the vil-
age? T thought I iad seem a great one
svenr now.” eried Kim,

“Av—But—" the woman began.

~Rut thou and thy husbhand hoped te
get the cow cured for a  handful of
than The shot told, They were
notoriously the closest-fisted couple in
the village. “It is not well to cheat
the temples. Give a young calf to thy
onwn priest. and unless the gods are
angvv past recall she will give milk
within a month.”

*“XA master beggar art thou,” purred
the priest, approvingly. “Not the cun-
ning of forty vears could have done bet-
ter. Surely thou hast made the nld man
rich?"

<A little flour. a little Lutter and a
mouthful of cardamons” Kim retorted.
Hushed with the praise, bt still can-
tiouz, “Does one grow rich on that?

And. n= thou ecanst s2ee, he is mad.
Fut it serves me while T lemrn the road
at least.”

He knew what the fanuirs of the
Taksali Gate were like when thew talk-
ed amonz themselves. and copied the
very inflection of their lewd disciples.

“Is his Search then truth or a cloak
tn other ends? Tt may be treasure,”

“He s mad—many times mad. There
is nathing else.”

Here the old =oldier hobbled up and
asked if Kim would accept his hospital-
iry for the night. The priest recom.
mended him to do so, but insicted that
the honour of entertaining the lama be-
longed to the temple. at which the Jama
smijled guilelessly. Kim glanced from
nne face to the other and drew his own
conelusions.

"Where is the monex?” he whispered,
drawing the old man away into the
darkness. )

“In my bosom.

“Giive 1t me,
give it me,” N

“But whyr? Here i3 no ticket to
buyx,” - -

“Am I thy chela or am T nnt? Do I
not mafegunnd thy old feet about the
wars? Give me the monevr and at
dawn T wil'! return §t." He slipped his
hand intn the lama's girdle and brought
away the purse,

“Pe it ao—be ft no™
nodded hin head. “Thia ja & RTeat and
terrible  world. T never knew there
WPTe &1 ARY men alive In it.”

Xext momning the priest woa in a

Where else?
Quietly and awiftly,

The old man

very bad temper, but the lama was quite
happy, aud him had enjoyed a most in-
teresting evening with the old man, whoe
brought out 4ia cuvalry sword wod,
balancing it ou hiz dry knees, told
tales of the Mutiny aud young cap-
tuing thirty years in their graves, till
Kim: dropped off 1o sleep.

“{ertainly the air of this country is
good,” sanl the lnma. I sleep lightly,
us o all old men: but last night I
slept unwaking till broad day. Even
now I am heavy.”

“Dhink a duiught of hot milk,” said
Kim, whao bhad curried not & few such
remedies 10 opium-smokers of his ac-
quaintance. “I1 iz time to take the
road again.”

“The lohg road that Jverpasses all
the rivers of the Hiud,” raid the lama
gaily, “Ler us go. But how thinkest
thecu, chela, 1o recompense these peo-
ple. and especially the priest. for their
great Kindness? Truly they are but-
parast, but in other lives mayx be they
will reesive enlightenment. A rupee to
the temple? The thing within is no
more than stone and red paint, but
the heart of man we must ackuowledge
when and where it is good.”

“Haoly One, hast thou ever taken the
road alone?" Kim looked up sharply,
like the Indian crows so busy about
the fields.

“Surely, child; from Kulu {o Path-
ankot—trom Kulu, where my first
chela died. When men were kind to
us we made pfferings. and all men
were well-lisposed throughout all the
hills.™

=it is otherwisze in Hind,”
drily. “Their god=s are many - armed
and malignant. Let them alone.”

[ wouuld set thee on thy roagd for
a littte, Friend of all the World- thou
and the sxellow man.”. The old =al-
dier amlled up the village street, all
shadowy in the dawn, on a gaunt,

snid Kim

scisaor-hocked pony. “Laat night
broke up the fountainz of rememr
brance io my wo dried heart, and it
was 28 2 blessing to me. Truly there
is war abroad in the air. I smell it.
See! 1 have brought my sword,”

He sat long - legged on the little
beast, with the big seword at his side
—hand dropped on the pommel—atar-
ing fiercely over the Hat lands towards
the worth. “Tell me again how Ha
showed in thy vision. Come up and sit
behind me. The beast will carry two.”

I am this Holy One’s disciple,” said
Him, a3 they cleared the village-gate.
The village seemied almost sorry to be
rid of them, but the priest's farewell
was cold and distant, le bad wasted
spme opium on & man who carried no
mouey,

"That is well-spoken, I am mot
much used to holy men, but respect is
always good, There is no respect in
these days—not even when a Commia-
ioner Sahib comes to see me. But
why should one whose Star leads him
te war follow a holy man®?"

“But he is a holy man,™ said Kim
earnestly. *“In truth, and in talk and
in act, holy. He is not like the others,
! have never seen such an one. We
be no fortune-tellers, or jugglers, or
berrars.™

“Thou art rot. that I can see; but I
de not know that other. He walks
well. though.”

The first freshness of the day car-
ried the lama forward with long, casy,
cimel-like strides. He was deep in
meditation, mechanically elicking his
rosary.

They followed the rutted and worn
country read that wound ncross the
flat  Dberween the pgreat dark-green
mango groves. the line of the snow-
capped Himalavas faint to the east-
ward. Al Tndia was at work in the

fields, to the creuking of well-wheels,

A Living

Skeleton

Changed into a Healthy and Robust Child.

Tha trying weather of summer makes children drowsy, lifeless, and withe
out energy. They lose appetite, their blood becomes impure, and they break

Oul in sores.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla

Mrs, Emily Air, of Muttay Park, Adelaide, So. Australia, very kindly sends
as a photograph of herself and family, which we reproduce above, accompanying

the same with the following testimonial:

‘The trying hot weather of our gummer has a very debilitating sffect upon
children. They run down in bealth, become drowsy, lose appetite, and break

out in sores on the face and head.

*I have invariably found Ayer’s Sprsaparilla a parfoct remedy for this condi-

tion,

It purifies the blood, restores the appetite, and tones up the whole system,

“*One of my children only twelve month old was trausformed from slmost &
skeleton into a healthy and robust child simply by giving it small doses of Ayer’s

Sarsaparilla. ™

Do yon wonder, then, that people call it

The Worid’s Createst Famlily Mediclne'?

1t is the greatest family medicine the world ever knew, good for all ages and

all conditions,
blood becomes ricker,
comes fl]led with new life and vigor.

When you take it you get more beneflt from gour food, your
our nerves are mads stronger, aod the w)

ola system be-

AYER’S Sarsaparilla

be 3 A Great Medicine for Weak Children.

Take Ayer’s Pills with- Ayer's Sarsaparilla. One aids the other.



